IV
POETRY  AND LIFE

Now I will try to say how poetry enters
into life for most of us; and this is not an
easy thing to express, because one can only
look into the treasure of one's own ex-
perience, wander through the corridors and
halls of memory, and see the faded tapestries,
the pictures, and, above all, the portraits
which hang upon the walls. I suppose that
there are many people into whose spirits
poetry only enters in the form of love, when
they suddenly see a face that they have
beheld perhaps often before, and have
vaguely liked, and realise that it has sud-
denly put on some new and delicate charm,
some curve of cheek or floating tress; or
there is something in the glance that was
surely never there before, some conscious-
ness of a secret that may be shared, some